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TIM HOLT'S 




Chi!o Raflorty's horse seems to bo smiling at 
his master as Tim asks the Mexican Irishman if 
he can't take his mind off food and senoriias? 




But this looks more serious! Tim and a badman 
prepare to fight it out. Ii Tim can duck that 
right and gel in an uppercut, the war's overt 



Tim. framed by outlaw enemies, is in jail, but 
Chito is right on deck with hooks, chains and 
mules to rip out the bars if Tim says it's OK. 
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Ike human buzzards that hovered ow the rim of peaceful 
buckthorn valley licked thelr lips in greed as they stared down at sleek, 
pat steers and fast cow ponies- but slash parley knew he and his outlaw 
band were not strono enough for a direct attack- they planmeo something 
olpferent. 6ut just as deadly 

And when tw holt and chito drove a picked herd of t-h stock im to 
join ben carvers trail hero bound por kansas railroads. they rode into the 
hate -fed maelstrom of plaming gjns that was the work of— . 

THE WAR- MAKERS I 



Xt is oari. m gets the last of 

H S CATTLE THROUuH MESA oAP AND ONTO 
THE BROAD =LATS OF BUCKTHOR N VAllEY — 

r RODE OVER TO SAV HELLO.^^MUST BE 
I BEN. MV CATTLE ARE REST- 7S0METHl»l' IN THE 
| LESS. I'M GOING TO s^^AlR. MY STOCK 
L SrANO NIGHT HERO ^B FEEL IT, TOOl I'M 

WITH THEM JA AFRAID OF A'i 

5TAM.PEDE... 




TIM HOLT 




6RAB MOLD! AMD T] A D€xtirou$ tw>>t oe t 
> 0ON»T MIS$! WC ^A *>WWFi;i WRiSTS. AND Tm£ I^LW 
WON'T MAV6 A SECOND) ^OwPUHCMfi* Ri$6$ SWi FTlY- 
CHANCE ! 




Vii wA>/e of mxooi 
caw 

* AN M> 
NSW ^M;^' A.S 
FORTv -CTO.lA* 



.'OR MOU«$ THE CATTui RUN. TOWARD 
C*WN, HMD AMD gXHAUVTCD, THGY BUNCH 
AND AMU- MIL£S aSMiMD. A uRi*\-PACSD 
Tl* uiPT6 A DU*T> MCKiRCHlEF 




l^ATCR AT TMt 



THIS IS THE SCOT WHERE Y ID KNO* That 
0OM6ONG WAViD THAI $UCKER.\ BANDANA ANYWHERC. 

whocver 00 it- droppio I it aeiuNo^ to 

■fuicl /ASA DOON» OF ^i 

i RAPrfiR A! J 



That n£o 
POOO& 6N, ^RJ 

hold op TMese ** 

>OJ PUNchERS! vv£'R£ 

GOiNG TO PAY TMe 
(?APT£0 A AW 
JN50CUB.£ 




TIM HOLT 



f fAE AN* ASA DOONE HAVE BEEN 
HAViN' A PEW WORDS ABOUT WATER 
RIGHTS TO THE BUTTERNUT RlVER - 
BUT I NEVER THOUGHT HE'D 
STOOP TO SUCH A LOWDOWN, 
ORNERY STUNT! 




HERE'S YORE MECKCRCHieP.YAQE YUH LOCO, 



OOMEi YUH DROPPED IT 

V WhEN YJH STAMPEPEO 

V opp a\y CATTLE ! 




YUH VeiLA-U/EPEO 
SlPEWlNPER! THAT ' 
STAMPEDE COST M£ 
THE LIVES Of TWO 

GOOP COWHANPS! 




I SAW 'EM, SLASH! THEY CO*E TO 
BLOWS ON THE PORCH — THEN 
THIS HOLT HOMBRE STEPPED 
BETWEEN *EM 



TIM HOLT 





If OR THE NEXT TW6MTY-FOUR 
HOURS. TiM AND CHITO WORK 
WITH THE RUNNING Y HAND5, 
ROUNDING UP STRAYS FROM THE 
STAMPEDE. ON THE MORNiNo 
OP THE SECOND PAY 



fM AHPESTiN* YUH FOR MURDER, 
CARVER. I OON'T WANT 
NO TROUBLE. COA\E 

ALONo PEACEABLE 
"O STAND TRIAL- 



^SAY, HERE COMES SHERIFF 
HAL LAC.EY. YUH DlPN'I SEND 
FOR HIM, DID YUH? 







ns; 



HE "GRIM RACE TO SAVE 0EN 
CARVER'S UFE IS DRAMATIZED BY 
THE THUD OP RACING HOOVES ON 
BARREN GROUND! FOAM FLECKS 
THEIR HORSES' SOUTHS AS Ti/V\ 
AND CHITO RtDE BENT LOW IN 
THE SADDLE 



^WE'VE A HEAP-START ON THew: 
WE'LL GET TO 'BEN AND THE SHEGitF 

A FEW MINUTES BEFORE DOONE. 
YOU KNOW WHAT TO DO, CHITO? 






'NOW look WHAT vuh done! 
MY PRISONER IS HIGHTAILW 
IT LIKE SIXTY out of here 1 . 



TIM HOL 




5 CHITO AIDS A BEO-PACFD, 
SPUTTERING, RAGE -SHAKING SHERIFF 
TO MIS FEET, A COLO VOICE CUTS IN... 




CHITO. *£&&£ YOU AN' ^ 
TIM HOLT WAS SMARTER'M 
I FlGGEREO. GETTIN' ■ <1 
CARVER AWAV PROM ME. 
DOONE WOULPA SHOT 
MB OOWN LIKE A DOG \ 
IF I'D HAD HIM WITH MEl 
THERE WA^ PLAIN MUAOIft 

his evesi 





)0A^ HOURS LATER. IN A 
SMALL CAVE HIGH IN THE 
SWEETWATER FOUNTAINS... 




HAT 
NIGHT 
AT THE 
RAFTER A . 




TIM HOLT 



r OOONE, YOU CLAIM YOU DIDN'T 
STAMPEDE CARVER'S HERO. AND 
I KNOW HE DIDN'T KILL YOUR 
PORE'AAN BECAUSE HE WAS IN 
My SIGHT EVER SINCE WE 
RODE OFF yOUR RANCH 
TOGETHER! 



V, 



IF HE 
DIDN'T- 
WHO 
OIO? 






SOMEONE WHO WANTS YOU TWO 
RANCHERS TO START ALONG, eLOOOY 
f?ANGE WAR! YOU'D LOSE MAN AFTER 
MAN— WEAKEN BOTH YOUR OUTFITS. 
WHEN THAT HAPPENS, THIS OUTSIDER 

CAN M0VB IN HIS GUNMEN AND 
TAKE OVER YOUR RANGE! 



r".*l 






W 




A* THE SUN LlPTS 
OVER THfc PEAKS OF THS 
SWEETWATER HILLS - , - 



R 



there's somethin 
go in' on at carvers 
ranch. looks like 
holt passim' out 
rifles to a bunch 
of riders.' what's 

IT MEAN ? 





^HE OUTLAW LOOKOUT PULLS 
IN HARD ON A PANTING /V\ODNT, 
*VNUrES LATER 




SEE FER 

yopeself 



w 



IT'S A RUNNIN' GUN FIGHT, 
ALL RIGHT! THOSE OUTFITS 
WILL KILL EACH OTHER OFF, 
THEY'RE SO EVENLY MATCHED.'... 

NOW'S OUR CHANCE! 
LET'S HIGHTAIL IT FOR 
THE RUNNING Y! 



vm 



W AR BELOW, THC 
WAR-A\AKfi«S SEE TIM'5 M6N AND THE CREW 
OF THE RAFTER A *\CET WITH ROAfllMG GUNS-- 



TIM HOLT 



THE EOGB OF SWcfcTWATEfl CREEK... 





Rll 



>IPlES CRACK I THE 5H*RP SOAH OP 
NS 0SOWN5 OCX THE 
AN6RY SHOUTS OP PtoHTlNo ANEN ^ 





TMcY 

pen 

i FOR IT. j 

r TJO- < 

WE'VE 

iPi.USWCO 
THEM 
FROM y 
lOV£R1/ 
NOW <C 

r LET'S SEE >. 

HOW THOSE A 

•*WAR-MAKreS"/ 
ENJOY A WAR / 
THAT THEY'RE f 
■VuXED UP / 



TIM HOLT 



A$ T HFY NEAR THE RUNNING V 
THE iVAR- MAKERS ARE STARTLER 
BY A 0URST OF RIFlE FlRf 



OOP Or HOT LEAP COVERS TWG FRONT 
AS THE OUTLAWS RUN VAttfLV FOR 
THE SHELTER OF THE RANCH HOUSE. 




•VlM HO 



HOOKS A CLUB -LIKE RST. ANP 
SLASH FARLEY ENPS HIS WAR-/*Akino 
CAREER WITH A SHATTERING CQbSH \ 




TvE^T PAY, AS PEN CARVER ANP 
ASA POONE CLASP HANDS IN PRlCNPftHl* 

TiM'S VOICE RINGS OUT LOUDLY---' 



TIME TO HEAP 
PGR home 1 

££rs GO, CHITO! 




TIM HOLT 





I WAS LUCKY, MR. BRANDON 
BUT I WASN'T SO LUCKY 
WHBN I JOINED YOUR 
WAGON TRAIN AT 
yTV MUDDY CRECK... 






TIM HOLT 



RIGHT 'Ah)' AT DAWN 
[THEVILPE BACKTUH 
FINISH THe JOB/Suf 
WANT A VOLUNTECP 
Tt/W TRY TUH BREAK 
THROUGH TUH FORT 
TlLSONTOrt HELP ! 





I'M GOING INTO THE 
WRGON. SING SONG 
DON'T LE" ANYBODY 
GET TOO NOSEY / 




AND, PIVE MINUTCSl^TrP. 



NOW MAYBE I CAN W55 rOK 
A TACHE IN THE DARKWtW. 
I ONLY HOP* I DON'T GET 
SPOTTED BY ONE 

or oua own 
IDE../ 




TIM HOLT 




AFTER WRIGGLING RAPIDLY LIKE A SNAKE 
ALONG THE GROUND FOR ABOUT FIFTY YARDS. 
THE CALICO KID RISES AND. CROUCHING LOW 
RUN* TOWARD THE INVISIBLE ENCIRCLING ' 
BESIEGERS... 



"' 





TIM HOLT 



CAMP THE HORSES CANT 
OC faw aw*y. . . 




AFTtR AN HOU* OF CAWCrVL 
CIRCUITOUS CKtPING. THE CALICO WO 
A**R0*:nE5TH€ PKKf TK> APACHE 
MORU(.ANO- 




- A 5UWCN SHIFT Of THE NIGKT 
WIND BRINGS THESCENT OF 
THE WHITE MAN TO OWE OF THE 
HALF -WILD INDIAN HORSES' 



£*«« WHINW-Wf £7 






TIM HOLT 






SCHONG.PAl/ ^ 

1 NO BETTER LUCK 
NEXT TIME 




J SHORTLY THfRCAI'TCR. AT THE 
WAGON TVaik. 





GITMOWWS TOWARDS 

fOXT T/lSOA/f 
DISMOUNTED, THSGED- 
SKINS CAN T STOP YGU!} 
GETGOIN'... 






. 



i 






& 



TIM HOLT 







TIM HOLT 




_KEATH 15 SWIFT 
AND SUPPEN ON THB 
WESTERN RANGES. iT 
LEAPS FROM OUTlAW 
GUNS. FROM THE LURlH 
OP A LOCO -CRAZED 
HORSE, PROM THE 
SHARP HORN OF A 
RANGE STEER. PEATH 
FROM HORSE ANP 
HORN IS A RISK A 
COWPOKE WILLINGLY 
TAKES — 0UT THE 
PEATH THAT SPURTS 
FROM LAWLESS GUNS 
CALLS ALOUD FOR 

?IBUTI0N! 

v /HEN TIM HOLT 
AND HIS PRAIRI6 
PARTNER, CHITO, GO 
TO THE AID OP 
PUZZLED SHERIFF 
GATES, THEV FIND AN 
UNEXPECTED ALLY IN 

The 
Atam&if Statu* 



J! ^TEADV POUND OF HOOVES 

I ECHOES THROUGHOUT CACTUS PASS 

in the ripsaw range south OFeuuer 




PONT MISS 

E'S GOT A 

SNAKEK 
JUNHAN?! 



NE! A 



tO HEAVv WINCHESTERS ROAR AS 
ONEl A MOMENT LATER A MAN LIES LIFE- 
LESS ON THE TSAIL... 

f "SMOKE" WILL^ 
6E TICKLEP WHEN 
>>E WEARS THIS- 
LET'S HIGHTAIL 




TIM HOLT 



f JIM HARPER SURE IS 
GETTING HIMSELF DISLIKED 
8/ TRYING TO PENCE IN 
THAT WATER FOR 

MIS OWM USE. 

IT'S FREE TO ALL 

THE RANCHERS 

•N THI5 BASIN, 

BY WRITTEN 

AGREEMENT ... 



<s> 



WELL, ITS NOT MV AFFAIR- 
MV STOCK ALL DRINK 

PROM THE RIPSAW STREAMS. 
BUT THIS FENCING COULD 
LEAD TO TROUBLE - 

&AP TROUBLE! 




LOOKS AS IP TROUBLE 
IS ALREADY HERE! 
THAT'S Jl* HARPER — , 

DEAD! 




TVO HOURS LATER, IN BULLET- 



THE CATTLEMEN WARNEP HIM, 
SHERIFF. THEY HAVE RI6HTS TO 
THAT WATER. OF COURSE, THAT 
DOESN'T E*CUSE 
MURDER... 




LOOKS LIKE 
A HOPELESS 

job. you 

CANT FIND 
A MURDERER 
WITHOUT A 
CLUE. 



WELL, ^| 
ANYHOW, 
TIM, 

THANKS FOR 
BRINOIN* 
HARPER'S 
BODY IN. IF 
'ANYTHING NEW 
&REAKS, I'LL 
LET YUH KNOW. 




r SWV BEAR HELP TlW. 
SHY SEAR KNOW 




TIM HOLT 



IlPlMS A SMILE SO AS NOT TO OFPENP 
'ROUP OLP MAN. TIM RECEIVES THE STATUE 




^TJA\! TIM! PONT Ri?E BACK TO 
>OKB RANCH YET- THE WELLS- 
FARGO PGOPLB TELL ME 

JIM HARPER'S PAU6HTER fS 
DUE IM ON THE NEXT STAGS 



F\UGO 



YOU THINK THE 
CATTLEMEN MlwHT 
CONTINUE THE 
QUARREL WITH HER! 



AL 




WOW, VOU LOOKY HERE! IF 
VUH'RE AFTER oOLD. YUH 
CAN TAKE IT- &UT NO0OPV| 
HARMS A PCMALE 
WHILE I'M HAMDLIN' 
RIB0ONS. 

I'LL CLOSE | 
HIS Y AP- 



IS A STAGE OF THE 
STf&RUP STA6E COMftt 

ROUNPS A TURN IN A WESTERN 
RIPSAW MOUNTAINS, A HOARSE 
VOICE CRIES OUT 



JP, PRiVERj 
rc . 7 V\AkE A 
KW >UH 

l/ONT 6E HURT! 




COME ON OUT, AV:5S HARPQl 
YOU'RE THE ONE 
WE'RE AFTERJ 




THAT MOMENT LIuMTNINtf'S 
:S TATTOO THUNDER 
ON THE ROAP AS TIM'S Si 
OUN LEAPS FGOA\ ITS HOLSTER. 




^ 






I WAS SO FRIOHTEN6P. 
THEY WANTED ME... I'M 
6LUE HARPER! THEY- 

TH6Y VOOKEP SO 
CRUEL! 



TIM HOLT 




RpTER TIM ANP THE SHERIFF 
0REAK THE SAP NEWS OF HER 
FATHER'S PEATH AS GENTLY 
AS POSSIBLE TO THE WEEPING 
OiRL 

I RECKON IT 
WAS MIGHTY THOUGHTLESS 
OF US, MISS, TO TELL YOU SO 
SUPPENLV. BUT WE WANT TO 
CATCH THOSE KILLERS. ANYTHING 
YOU CAN TELL US THAT WILL 

HELP US...? 

^-soe-soe- 

I -I 
UNPERSTANP. 
ANP THERE 

IS. 
SOMETHING... 



YOU SEE, MY FATHER 
WAS AN OUTLAW. AND 

HE RAN WITH A BUNCH OF 
OUTLAWS UP NORTH. 
ONE PAY HE STOLE ALL 
THE MONEY THEY HAP 
ROBBEP. AND CAME 
SOUTH WITH IT. HB 
BOUGHT THE SLASH BOX 
RANCH. ANP SETTLEP 
POWN TO LIVE 
PEACEABLY. .'. 






v.- J* 



(2/N ' I WAY TO BULLET, 
ELL1E HARPER TELLS HER 1 ORY.. 

r KNEW NOTHING 
OF ALL THIS UNTIL 
RECENTLY. I WAS IN/ 

AN EASTERN FINISHING; 
SCHOOL WHERE MY 

FATHER HAP SENT ME 
WHEN I WAS JUST A LITTLE 
GIRL. WHEN r GRAPUATEP, 
I WAS GOING TO COME LIVE 
WITH HIM. THEN, ANONYMOUS 
LETTERS CAME, TELLING ABOUT 
MY FATHER'S PAST... 



*Vri 



THE OUTLAWS FROM 
WHOM HE STOLE THE 
LOOT WERE AFTER HIM. 
HE FINALLY WROTE TO 
MB, TELLING A\E OF THlSj 
PANGSf*. ADVISING ME 
■"O STAY BACK EAST 
UNTIL IT WAS SETTLED.^ 
BUT I CAME OUT HERE 

to &e 8Y his Side... j 
TOO LATE i 



As ELUE HARPER RESTS IN THE BULLET 
•TOTEL, TIM ANP SHERIFF GATES TALK IN 
LOW WHISPERS ON THE FIRST FLOOR 



' *+* 



THEY'LL MAKE ANOTHER 
TRY- FOR HER. SHE'S TOO 
DANGEROUS TO THEM 
ALIVE. THEY WROTE LETTERS 
ABOUT HER FATHER — ANP 
THOSE LETTERS MIGHT 
CONVICT TMEM IN A 
LAW COURT. 



I'LL* SEND A MAN 

FOR CHITO- HE 

ANP I WILL GUARP 

HER UNTIL THIS 

THING IS 

SETTLEP! 



\h 



i\ //Jt^ M 



TIM HOLT 








I 



&]$ BlUl HARPER TURNS UP THE 
I KEROSENE LAMP, A HAIL OF HOT LEAD 
SWEEPS TOWARD Ti'A 



TIM HOLT 



WALKED RIGHT INTO IT! 

AND I HOPE I CAN 



MI5S6P... ANPA RUNA Wf CAN'T 
MISS AGAIN! ) FOR] TAKS A 

CHANCE ON 
IN 1 



WALK OUT. 



<> 



•we oot 

WHAT WE 
CAME 
FOR! 






»l# . 



ek 



v 
\ 



X WA5 OM OTHER 



ISiPE OF MOUSff, 
[TH6y R\PE TOW4RP 
-■ACTUS PASSi 



MXEY STOuE MONEY 
AND JEWELS - THE 

3LV N l L p° A ?H T J H ? 2]< 
FROM THEM ! 

CATCH 
/ THEM! 

i LET'S 

h go, 

CHJTO.' 



ROUGH ARROYO ANP CANYON 
TfcE MOONLIGHT CHASE CONTINUES, 
RI6HT INTO TOWN ITSELF 



'ON 
WAV 

0UL 



hi 






It+IT 



* Ik 



M 









come Along. 

sheriff. chito 

AND I HAV€ 
CORRALEP 

HARPER'S 

KILLERS 

IN THE PRAlR 

iQUEEN 



w s 



^ 



&*i 



m a 



WE ALMOST CAUGHT THEM.CHiro 
-THERE THEY GO— INTO THE 
PRAIRIE QUEEN SALOON! YOU 
STAND GUARD OUTSlPE... DON'T 
^LET THE*\ COME OUT) g~ 

4EY COME 

I OUT, THEN 

FINP OUT 

HOW THEES 

TOWN OF 
BULLET GET 
.HER NA*E' 



-■ WW 



GOOD 1 . 3UT- IX THESE MATCHES, SHERIFF - 
WHAT YUH WANT //ARE GOING TO HELP CAPTURE 
WITH THEA\ \THOSE KILLERS COR US! fflGHT 
SULPHUR MATCHESX NOW I QOWT KNOW WHO 
TIM? VUH DON'T ) THEV ARE .. . BUT THB MATCHES 
SMOKE NONE! Aw • . WILL TELL ME! 



Vnxr% 



a 



TIM HOLT 



"38^ 



BHT$ LATER, IN THE PRAWE QUEEN... 

I'M GOlNG^ 
INTO THE 



WI'RE ACTER THREE KILLERS, 
WHO DRYGULCHED J.M HARPERi 
TIM HERE HAS AN IDEA HOW 
TO TELL W»-p THEY ARE. 
GO AHEAD, 
. ^ TIM! 




YOU POLKS ARE 

GOING INTO THAT 
ROOM ON ©V ONE 
AND PUT YOUR 

HAND ON THIS . 

STATUS. IT WlLli 

► THEN, BY A SECRET 
WAY KNOWN CNLY 
TO MYSELF, REVEAL, 
TO ME WHICH 
OF \OU KILLED 
JIM HARPER... I 



,GN< 



^OKE AND MINER, DANCEHALL 
GIRL ANP BARTENDER, FILE IN- 
TO THE SIDE ROOM. WHEN THEY 
COME OUT, MINUTES LATER... 

■1 



OJnE AFTER ANOTHER, COW- "^HE ROOM DARKEN*. 




IN THE PITCH 0LACKNE54 
HANDS GLOW WITH 
PHOSPHORESCENT 
BRIGHTNESS! AND TiM 
CRIES OUT SUDDENLY... 



AR.REST THOSE 
THREE MEN, SHERIFF. 
THEY ARE THE KILLERS! 
THEIR HANDS DO NOT [ 
GLOW WITH THE 
PHOSPHORUS FRO* 
THE SULPHUR MATCHED! 
WHICH I RUBBED OH 
THE STATUE 1 



4***- 



4l 41 



I KNEW THE INNOCENT PEOPLE IN THE 

CROWD WOULD NOT &E AFRAlO TO TOUCH 

THE STATUE. OMLY THE GUILTY MEN FEARED 

t WHAT IT MIGHT OO. THEY SUSPECTED A 

TRICK— AND DIP NOT TOUCH 

THE STATUE. THEIR HANDS , 

SHOWED NO BRIGHTNESS /"ALLO! 



A 

TH 
Wl 



GOOD JOB, TIM. 
E FEDERAL JUDGE 
LL TRY THE/W ON 
HIS NEXT SWING 
AROUND THESE 
PARTS. 



ELLIE HARPER 

WILL SELL THE 

RANCH ANP RAY 

BACK THE PEOPLE 

r H£Q FATHER R0B86D 

THEN SHE IS GOING 



WHEN THE LIGHTS 
WENT OUT! 
1^, 



■m 



'THEV *AVE 
THEE LOOT | 
'THEY STOLE, 
FROM THE 
SLASH BOX 
. STILL IN 
>L THEIR 
^ POC.KB.TSl 



EAST. AND I'M 
[GOING TO THANK 
OLD SHY BEAR... 



6NO 






it 



CANYON 



TRAP 



E 



.- - - -*~ v 



t±u> 



EVEN in the dry Arizona air. the sweat 
beaded! on his forehead as Flip Carson 
looked down at the white sea of wooly backs. 
Mark Hedger was driving his sheep forward 
toward the Ccary Canyons with reckless dis- 
1 regard of the agreement between himself and 
the cattlemen of the Talus Basin ranges. Once 
Hedger got his woolies through those twisted 
canyons onto the* rich grasslands of the basin, 
this entire section would blaze into a bloody 
range war! 

Federal Marshal Carson grunted savagely. 
It was easy for the Chief Marshal to tell 
him, "There's a powder keg in Talus Basm, 
Khp. A sheepman -cat! It-man war. all set to 
pop. So I'm sending you there. See Hedger. 
See the ranch owners. Make some sort of com- 
promise but — stop that war!" 

He shifted in the saddle, estimating the 
time it would take the sheep to hit the first 
stretch of talus-dotted canyon slopes. He 
was one man against a range, but he was a 
federal marshal. A surge of pride made him 
smile a little as he toed his big white gelding 
down the gentle slope. He thinks one man 

(can do it; one good man, that />, he thought. 
And it's up to me to prove he's right! 

He came down the twisting, narrow trail 
toward the canyon floor with reckless disre- 
gard. Stones and shale clattered and bounced 
under the gelding's hooues. As he went, Flip 
loosened the twin, walnut butted six guns 
strapped low an his thighs. It would have 
been smarter, he knew, to run for the Pitch- 
fork ranch and help; but if he brought tfie 
ranches into this attempt to stop the sheep, 
the range war he came to avert would explode 
with blood and bullets. 

Calmly, unexcitedly, Flip knew this was 
his job alone, Either he stopped the sheep 
by himself, or he failed in his mission. 

Out of the corner of his eye, he caught sight 
of a big herd of antelope grazing in one of 
the box canyons. Their white, bobbing tails 
made Hashes of brilliance in the sunlight as 
they ran. Flip swung his mount southward, 
toward the entrance into the canyons. 

He rode for ten minutes when the thunder- 
ous beat of pounding hooves brought him tip 
with tight rein, A cowpunchcr. bent low over 




the saddle, was flailing his paint pony with a 
quirt. Behind him came three sheepmen, rifles 
in their hands. The man in the lead of the 
sheepmen Flip recognized as Hedger. 

When the cowpuncher was twenty feet from 
Flip, Hedger lifted his Winchester. A, red 
flame leaped from the blue-steel muzele. The 
cowpuncher sobbed hoarsely and twisted side- 
ways, dropping like a stone from the kale. 
Flip's hands dropped and lifted. His sixguns 
roared, but at this distance he could not ex- 
pea a hit* The three sheepmen reined in 
abruptly at sight of him; spurred their mounts 
back the way they had come, bending low 
against the whipping manga. 

Flip knelt in the dust of the canvon floor. 
The cowpuncher's face was a mask of pain. He 
choked, ". . - was riding baclt from town. Took 
a shortcut . . . they saw mc... thought I was 
th#re to spy on 'em. They chased me." 

His head slipped sideways and his eyes 
closed. Flip growled low. There was no time 
to take the cowhand to rria ranch, for decent 
burial. It would have to be done here, now, 
quickly and crudely : for Hedger would waste 
no time getting his sheep through the can- 
yons. However. Flip realised. Hedger would 
have to get rid of him. Flip Carson, too: ho 
was a witness to the cold-blooded killing. 

Less than thirty minutes later, Flip was 
moving forward along the rimrock, pausing 
to glance back at the wind-eroded rocks where 
three sticks of dynamite were set at strategic 
spots in the rocks. One good blast from that 
dynamite, and fifty tons of rock Vould cas- 
cade down the side of the canyon wall to block 
the Roor to anything less than a mountain 
[©at! 

When Flip reached the !!p of the rimrock, 
he turned and looked far down the canyons, 
where the moving sheep made a tossing white 
blanket along the sandy canyon bottom. They 
were near enough now to sec the rock as it 
exploded, yet far enough away to be un- 
harmed. 

Flip pressed down on the plunger, and a 
solid sheet of red flame rocked the canyon 
with car-blasting echoes. Head down, he 
crouched on the edge of the cliff side, hearing 
the rock split and crack, hearing it rattle and 
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bounce as it rumbled down the sloping wall 
toward Ihe flat canyon floor. Dust lifted in 
gigantic mushrooms. Tiny chips of stone 
thudded arour.<l l. 

When the noise faded, and N the dust was 
settling, Flip heard the frightened bawling 
of the sheep Half I dozen men had run I 
wnrd, and were staring at the boulders a*t£dc 
the rnad through Crazy Canyons. It would 
take thcrn days to remove that block. In that 
time, he would have made his arrest of Hcdger 
for iht* murder of the cowpuncher. and the 
threat of a sheep war would be over, Win- 
out Hcdger. his men would turn hick 

Flip rose to his. feet, balancing himself 
carefully on the slender walk. 

Poiiiinnngg! 

The shrill whine of s Winchester bullet 
ended with a dull Thupppp on the canyon 
watl inches from his face, then sang shrilly 
as it riccocheted upward toward the blue sky. 
Flip went forward on his stomach, crawling 
toward the wider top,of the cliff. 

Again the rifle cracked, and again. The 
bullets hit .close to his chest. He risked ■ 
glance behind and below him. Hcdger was 
standing on the canyon floor, levering another 
■bell into his .44-40. 

"I'm after you, lawman!" the sheep owner 
bellowed. "It's* between you and me now! 1 
got three day6 to clear that block — three days 
in which to run you to your gra\> 

And Hedger ran forward and began to 
climb. He paused to wave a bluc-shirted arm. 
and then Flip saw the men who were with 
him: four — no. Fivt sheepmen, with lowslung 
Colts and Winchesters, and bandoliers of 
shells across their middles. 

Flip travelled fast, up the sheer roefcsides. 
clinging to shrubs and clumps of mesquite. 
He could not fight off six men in these rocks. 
While three of them pinned him Sn some hid- 
ing place with their fire, the other three could 
circle above or behind him, and a well-placed 
shot would end his crime-fighting career. 
Somehow he would have m let Hedger get 
close te* him — but how? 

From the height of the canyon wall, ex- 
tending -ilmost to the other side, was a sheer 
bluff of red sandstone. It made a natu 
bridge that stretched to within four feet nf 
the other wall. Flip ran along it, knowing 
Hcdger was close behind him, panting and 
running, eager for a spot to 9top and shoot. 
Flip flung himslE into the air when he came 
to the gap between the ridges. He hurtled 
through the air in a jump, landed and spilled 
amid the rocky debris littering the top of the 
wall on the opposite side. 

Hedger was coming, running fast, bent low. 
Flip might have dropped him with a shot. t>ut 
the distance was great, and he wanted Hcdger 
alive, not dead. 



Flip turned and fled, moving downwards 
now, toward the canyon floor. Behind him he 
heard Hedger bellow. 

"lies headirV downward! You hombres go 
hack — cut hiirt off from below, while I pin 
him to the rocks from above. We'll get him 
in a crossfire that way!" 

Flip moved as fast as he dartd. A s,lip here 
en the steep slopes would spill him mori than 
a hundred feet below, onto hard, jaggi 
rock He risked another glance into the 
nearby box canyon. The pronghorr antelope 
1 erd -v.is moving restlessly. Flip grinned, and 
angled down toward the box canyon.. 
, The breeze was on his I he dropped 

the last five feet into the box canyon. It was a 
wide, huge natural corral of a place, with 
sheer rock walls towering up into the blue 
sky. With a grimace of recklessness. Flip 
realized that it might prove a trap for him. 
lie could hear excited shouts, and drumming 
feet coming up the outside floor. He had to 
time this just right. . . . 

His guns flashed into his hands, started 
blasting against the wall behind the prong- 
horns. Antelope will invariably head upwind 
when startled. Now, with white tails Hashing, 
i uy went bounding and leaping forwai d 
toward the narrow canyon entrance 'hrough j 
which the wind was whipping. 

The antelope and the ii.< pmen came 

into the narrow entrance together. Craaed by 
the screaming bullets bouncing off the rock 
walls behind them, followed by a wildly- 
screaming federal marshal, the pronghorn* 
never faltered. They hit the five sheepmen, 
crashed them to the ground and ran over 

Flip whirled, and his smoking guns were 
refilled with shells. Hedger, hearing his men 
yell, must have reasoned that they had corn- 
ered the marshal, He was Standing on a ledge 
fifteen feet from the ground, a rifle in his 
hand, outlined against the red-and-white- 
veined canyon wall like a target in a gallery. 

Tiip said. "Toss your rifle first. Hedger — 
then slip off your shell belts and let them 
fall. You're coming into town as my prisoner, 
to face a murder charge. Don't expect any 
help from those five hornbres of yours, either. 
They're too busy patching up their wounds. 
A pronghorn's hoof can do a lot oC damage 
when you catch it in the ribs." 

Hedger let his rifle fall. His shcllbclts 
slipped from his hips. His shoulders rounded 
and his head fell forward. He was a beaten 
mart. 

Flip knew the danger of a range war was 
over. He whistled a few bars of a dancehall 
tune as he followed Hcdger toward his horse. 
He felt good. 

THE END. 
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THE STRAIGHT IRON... 



A B»ANO'N* »«Orv U90G BY «L/»Tue«* ? 
A30 WITH A STWAlSWT (.00 UUdMAPCOJ 
BMNO, ANOTHCR BffAN^ CAW •AWLY 
06 CHAN^CD, OK CO»8P. t1NOt*#B A 
«toai«wt ^aow OW A MA*-/ WA« AL- 
MOST A OBAO »/V»AWAV 7WAT MV 
WA* A KUeTLBR.' 



N5T? 



IWl 



tS&ANp - <JJA/*Gdf*G 
f FV BCJtr A AIM 







THB BUFFALO... 

TH*T OMCi ROAMBO "TV* P*AJ- 

hnt0 o* tw» wtmr numbcwpd 

on«0 MU.ON« iN OMBf new 

•WOAN* DBopNoeo ON »TN« »u*- 
#-aco *o* roocv cljCTVhn*, • 
LflW. AND MAC* A OOZWsi OTHVRl 
NOVO* O* P*ILV LiF». NOW 
WO- , A WSW MftMD** 

J30A*f THff WA710NAL AA«X«. 



OWYOK/S... 

wiom twc *«ano canyon/ » 

ABIZONA TO BHXre CAKTVOKf IN | 
L/TAH, AfVO WBL-l-^S CANNON IN 

ioamo, -me«e Mtm*rrw «ap*9 in 

THE eARTWS CWU0T ARC 
TYPICALLY AMERICAN. 
MOCUOWBO OUT »V ANCIENT 

wve«». ano ewooeo bv 

«l«4NmC WWO 6TORM« ( 
THEY ARe OfPPBO IN 

7WB COLORff O* TWe» 

«AIN»CW ] 



•v_ 
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MESCAL: aw (wo/aw amo *»x«=aw TO COUNT COUP* oowsov 

OW1WK MAO« P»OM TBRM PO* COUNTriN* UP 

TMC MA«0«Y PLA+fT MORGAN'- A «T«AM OF HORSBS TMff OWSD AFTW A BATTLCy 
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be OR WOCF? WOULD 
THUNDER* STANO THAT 
5TRANOB TEST OF 

LOYAtry BErweeN man 

ANP POG, OR WOULP 
THE WOLP SLOOP 
THAT COURSCO IN HIS 
VEINS TURN HIS MUZZLE 
TO THE WILDS ? 
THOUGH TIM BELIEVED 
IN HIM, THUNDER HIM- 
SELF HAP TO GIVE 
THE ANfcWSR TO THE 



PROBLEM OF 



THE 



WILD 0REEP 




S0MSWHBB6 ON THE SOUTHERN 
*"^ FRINGE OF THE T BAR H RAMCH, 

AMID THS VOU1ANIC ROCK RlPOES 

)F THB gAPLANPS 
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HE 0AY6 PAS* 

IMTO W66KS, THE WfiBKS 
INTO MONTHS. THUNP6R 
GROW* BIG OP LJMB, 
STRONG ANP POWERFUL. 
ev afcv HE ROAMS 

WITH TlM ANP 
UOHTNMNO--- 



I AM NOT SURE AS YOU, 
TIM. HE STEEL UOOKS LIKE 

BEE6 black wolp to a\e I 
SOME NIGHT HE WEEL BE 
COR TO RUN AWAY. 



I DON'T^ THINK 
SO. TO PROVE HIS 
LOVALTV, I'LL TAKE 
HIM TO QEO MESA 
WITH ME. 




WUT, BV NIGHT. THE 
CjReAT BLACK ANIMAL 
SNlPPS TH6 WlNPS, PERAl 

EVES BLAZING AS THE 
WILPS &ZCKOH MIM 



* 




TfM HOLL 




I*\A6INE CHITO THINKING 
VOU'RB A WOLP. 
YOU'RE ALL DOG. 

AREN'T YOU. 
THUNDER? 
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for OPTW6 SHACOW5 
A UViNO BLACKNESS 
LEAPS, A SNARL RIPPINQ 
FROM A FURRY THROAT 
IN SAVAC36 FURY J 
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I'VE PATCWEP HIM UP. 
NOW IT'S UP TO Hl/V\. 
I'LL CALL FOR HIM AFTER 
I CATCH THOSE MEN 

WHO DRYGULCHED ME — 

IF HE 

LIV/ffS--- 





X»T Tl i MEANWHILE, 
THE COW TOWN WHERE 
THUMPER Id RECUPERATING --- 



HERE.THUrtpeR. >OUR WOUNP ' 
IS CLCA!?l^ UP NlCELV. AMP ALL 
YOU NEEP IS MEAT ANP 
MILK TO BE JUST 
AS STRONG 
AS EVER! 




Ms STRENGTH PLOWS 
0ACK INTO Hl5 POWERFUL MUSCife 
THE MlOHTY WOLF-POG SNiPfS 
THE SAGE-PERFUMEP AiR 
THAT FLOATS INTO TOWN. 
WHAT THOUGHTS POUNP 
IN HIS SAVAGE HEAP? 
POES HE THINK OP TiM, 

HIS MASTER OR THE 

NVILP CAREFREE FREEPOM 
)F THE HILL1 




I 
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HEN. ONE NtOMT- 



/->HHl HE'S 



SUNNING 

away: 



>.•, 



^^ 



^1^ 






/ 



TTlREl-ESSLY, THE GREAT PO&, 
THUNDER, SPEEPS ACROSS THE 
SAGEBRUSH -POTTED PLAINS --• 



*tf* 



.^J 



^^L. 



V 



CT5 TIM GALLOPS 

LIGHTNING NORfHWARC?, 
TMRfiS MEN 95LLV 
DOWrt ON A FLAT 
ROCK LEPOS, 
RIFLES AU6RT 



lUPDENLY, ON THE TOAlL 
f BELOW. A HLKjE 0LAcN 
FORM LEAPS UPWARD! 



THUNDER; 

:! OP, 



he's 
:oa\in'1 



SHOOT TO KlLL^ 

i'-*\ GerriN- 

"TiREC? OF BEIN' 
HOUNPEP.' WE 
CAN'T GET A 
CHANCE TO SPENP 
AMY OF THE 

MONEY WE UFTGC? 
OFP HIM' 



VVH 

you 

FROM? 






« 



WHAT IS IT. BOY? 

what po you see _ 

OR SMELL? DAN<3EC? 

IS THERE A TRAP 

UP AHEAP? 



CSKRRR. 



0*25 



-WROOF! 



^iT WAS A TRAP. I SEE TH6 
r THREE OF THEM.HlGHTAjUNG IT 
INTO THE SHRUB y 

COUNTRY I YOU 
SAVEP ME, 
THUNPERl 



I WCW'T HAVE TO 



(-SO LETS 






WORRV ABOUT KNOWING 1 sir* r->PT 'FM 1 

THOSE OWLHOOTS KC * U **' 

NOW. VOU KNO\fiJ 
THEM THUNPER- 



\A< 



|W1 
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WW BOTH S0C6UNS 

Blazing, tim leaps 

LtfiHTWING OVER THB 

ROCK PA*AP€T~ 



^ PROP YOU a. GUNS. YOJ 
riOM©R£5: I'M TAKIN6 




OfAE PAYS LATER, THEIR 
PRISONERS &EHINC? BARS 
INI A COW TOWN JAIL, TlA\ 
RlPES ON WITH HIS MONEY. WiS 
MORSE ANC7 — HIS POO! 




I 
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OMAN fll IV SICK ANO TIOCO OP 

bcinc a *cAl^ccoowJ , cwaoles 

ATLAS 4AVS MC CAN fiivt I** A 
REAL tOOY ALL RJCMT' IU. 
a tnrv AND OCT 



n 



BOY? IT DIDN'T TAKt ATLAS LUNO TQJ 
DO THIS FOBMF 1 WHAI MUSCLESlTKAT | 
BULL* WOWT SHOW* Ml McOV 




I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, 
in Only 15 Minutes a Dayl 



If tO\ Uve * body 

(Kflt trounrt"'— 

If yoi! '»•» mili*mi-ii in >tnr Jorapcrtu 
or » Bwim it«*n rW» ««• juat 16 

I II I'ldlVr 

imckr<l wicit ri - [ '< 

■ Tf«»u*."' TUt'* ihe 

i«rM! Thai'i ho* I chnnerd my 

aeinrora a ■!»■>•' wi,a*rawny 

weakling to ¥ nil*, 

M arid NH.il E'trfccily DereK 

Doei Iff 

[Juini "iHrnamir 7< 
. iinutoi* ii prtri 

your own rourn, you quickly r*ein 
to put an rnwM'lr, Increase | 
chwt m* ■ aden your 

. fill ni i v i r armi and lec»- 
Hef i It, HilR easy. 



N ATUHAL method will make vou 
■ finer 8p«rinwn «*f REAL MAN- 
HOOD ihan you «*« dreamed you 
could h#' You'll be a New Man! 
■Ml BOOK 

Thousand* of fallows hav* ua*d 

my marvpliiUB lysfem. Read what 

, My nrc how they l«oke*d 

beforr and after — in my bow. 

-'Everlasting IWaithandfltrrngLh.* 

Send NOW for taiabo< I PJWSa 
Ii tMl« all about "X)»iia«iir '/ m- 
j.im.' ahcwi you actual photon of 
men I've turned from puny weak- 
linjB into Atlea Cham- 
pions. It tella how I 
can do the a* roe for 
YOU. Don'* [.ni 
it off! Address me» 
personally: Charlee 
Allan. DrptJW'U, 
115 Gui 23rd St.. 
NewYwklO.N.Y. 







CHARIES ATLAS, cu.t ito-u 

IIS ton »rd Si. N«~ V»rfc 1&, N Y 

1 A*m ihr \mrut thM r <,-«<"<■ 

r>M< ■"" '-'" MP r"* 11 * • fsrw M " °* m * 

l.uakr tc«»y «*ri bt« iwu»ru- 

,manL JWtiJ m* »u-ur Jnw »-..« 

"RvrrU-tU* H»ltr >»*»- 



Nam* 



Ctty 



Me 

tPi— •• r-etivi «>r writ* n-laiatr > 



Z-nr No 
( .f any i 



Sim 



